l^h6Trdgedieofj(ich4rdT>.of 

Way, Away,aiway,oncc more fwcet Lordsfat-ew’^IL 

Exeunt OnrntSt 

Ahrmes,and then enter 'Erhard at one dore^ 
and Chjford at an other, 

Tilch. A Clifford a QifforeL 
Cff.fi Richard zT^hard. • 

Rich.'How Cltffordyfot and young ‘Rtttlandfdeiiif 
This thitftic fw’ord that longs to drinkediy bloud, 

Shall loppe thy limbeSjand llice thy cutfed heart. 

For to reuenge die murthers thou haft made. 

Clif. Now H^hard, i am with thee here alone. 

This is thchand that flabd thy father ' 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland; 

And beer’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres diefe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 
To execute the jike vpon thy Iclfe, 

And fo hauc at thee. 


cy^itrntes, they fight ^and then enters Warwick^ and refines 
Richard, and then Exeunt ornnes, Alarnus 
Iiill,and then enter Henrie Joins. ■ 

Hen. Oh gracious God of hcauen lookc downc on vs^ 
And fet fomc codes to ihefe inccilant gnefeSj 
;Hovv like a malljcflefliip vpon the Seas, 

This wofull battaile doth coutinucftil'l: v 

Now leaning this way, nowto thac fide driuc,= 

And none doth know to whoine t-lie day will fall. ’ ^ " - 
O would my death might flay thefe crucll iarres} 

Would I had neuer raigiidcaiior acre bin king, 
(iJM^gret^inACltjford^cWidtmQfxo^ ' 

Swearing they had beft luccefle when I was thence? 
Would Gpd that 1 were dcad^fo all were wcll^ 

Or would my crowne fufticcj I were content, ' 

Toyeeld it diein and liue apriuat€ life. 

JBnter n SoulditY y^ith a dead mart in hisarmes. ' - 

SoulAW blovves the wind that profit^ no bodie, / 
This man that I haue flaine in fight to day 
May be poffcffcd of fome fiorc ofCrownes, ^ ^ ^ ^ 





And T will fearchtofindethemi^nani* b.* 

Oh 1 tilhe;whoinI haiie flain^ m fig^» - 

Mv father he came on the parr ot I ^ , 

Oh pardon God. I*Jc«eW not what I did, ^ 

,sJlS S*t.ou 

Now let me fee what ftotc<>f gold thou haft, 

But flay, me thinkes this is no fanious r ^ , 

O monftrous times, begetting fuc-h euents. 

How cruell,bloodie,and ironious, 

Thisdeadly quarrel! daily do* beget, 

Poore boy d.y father gaue the life to late, ^ 

And hath bcrcau’d thee of thy life too foonc. 

^ xlr^g.VVoe about woc,gHefc^morc then cornmon griefe, 
Whilft Lions warrc,and battaile for their den?, ^ 

Poore Lambs do feele the rigour of their wraths. 

The Red rofc and the Whight are on his face. 

The fatall colours of our ftrminghoules,- - 

Wytherone Rote, and let the other tloiirilh.' 

Forifyoii ftriuc.tfn thoufandliuesmuft pcrilh 

I .SouL How will my Mother for my fathers death, 

Takeoiiwithrae,andncrebefatisfidc? . 

i.Soul, How will my wife for flaughter of her fonne, 

^ Take on with mc,and nerebe fatisfide? . 

King. How will the people riow mifdecme their lvinj>. 
Oh would niy death their mindcs could fatisfic. 

T.Soul. Waseuer fonne fo rudc,hisLathcrs blood to pi . 
s. '.Soul. Was euer father fo vnnaturall his fonne to KUl. 

Was cuer Kingthus.grecud and vexed ftill. 

.1 Soul. Ilebeare thee hence from this accurfed place; 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face, 

Exh with his father. 

z.Soul. He bcarc thee hence, and Icrthcm fight that will, 
i T\ T-n 




